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took a visitor to a line of stones, each representing a human being
eaten, without assistance, by his father since middle age. He said that
a number of stones had then been removed, but those that remained
numbered 872!
The cannibal fork had a religious significance. It was never used for
other kinds of food, even food presented to a god. The fork was tabu
to every one but its owner, and if it belonged to a chief it had its own
name. It was tabu to touch human flesh with the fingers or the lips.
I was fortunate in obtaining one of the last genuine cannibal forks in
the country. Now all those that are offered for sale are forgeries which
may be detected from the lack of finish at the base of the prongs. The
Fijians were already becoming quite skilful forgers of ancient weapons.
One of my friends who visited a remote village in the Navua district
found it deserted at midday, the people being all away at the planta-
tions.  In poking about the village he came upon a house which was
a perfect armoury of weapons.  Clubs, spears and maces, all, appar-
ently, black with age, were hanging by strings from the roof.   He
thought that he 'had discovered the first movement towards a native
rising, but an old woman who hobbled into the village at this point
undeceived him. " Oh, those," she said. " The young men have just
dug them up from the mud. They were all carved here to sell to the
foreign gendemen in Suva, but they put them for three weeks in the
mud to make them look old."
We took but a languid interest in the doings of the outer world,
but one morning a letter from the Vice-Consul in Tonga gave LijSnte
and myself much to think about. Before we left Tonga four prisoners
undergoing short sentences for petty offences escaped and were
reported to be living in caves at the back of the island. They had not
been caught before we left. On the night of January 5, 1887, they
came secretly into Nukualofa and lay in wait for Mr. Baker as he
drove home in his buggy with his son and daughter in the dusk. They
fired at him with an old shotgun, breaking the boy's arm and wound-
ing^ the girl as she tried to screen her father. The horse, not less
terrified than its master, bolted, leaving the young people wounded
on the ground, nor apparently could it be stopped until it had carried
him to a safe asylum in the king's palace. There had been wholesale
arrests, a secret trial before the native Chief Justice, with Baker at his
elbow. A number of men, besides the would-be assassins, were sen-